


The Comic all Hiftorie of 

Didft rob it of* fome tafte of redioufintfe ; 

But fate thee well, there is a Dueitc for thee, 

And Launcelet, loonc at fiipper (h rft thou fte 
Lorenfo, who is chy new Matters guett, 

Give him this Letter, doe it fecrctly. 

And fo farewell I would not have my Father 
See me in talke with thee. 

Clowne . Adiew, teares exhibit my tongue, moft beautifull Pa. 
gan, moft fweet Iewe ; if a Chrittian dec not play the Knave and 
get thee, I am much deceived; but adiew, theft fool ilh drops 
doe fomething drowne my manly fpirit : adiew. Exit. 

Ief. Farewell good Launcelet. 

AUcke, what heinous finne is it in me 
To be a/ham’d to bee my Fathers child. 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners : 9 Lorenfo, 

I f thou keepe protnife.I fhall end this ftrife. 

Become a Chrittian and thy loving wife. Exit. 

Enter CrAtia.no, Lorenfo, Salary no, and Salanio. 

Loren. Nay, we will flinke away in Supper time, 

Difguife us at my lodging, and returne all in an houre. 

Grat. W e have not made good preparation. 

Salar. W e have not fpokc us yet of T orch-bearers. 

Salan. T is vile unlefie it may be quaintly ordered. 

And better in my minde not undertooke. 

Loren. Tis now but foure of clock e, we have two houres 
To fufailh vs ; friend Launcelet what’s thenewes. 

Enter Launcelet. 

Launcelet. And it (hail pieaft you to breake up this, it fhall 
feemc to fignifie. 

Loren. I know the hand, in faith tis a faire hand. 

And whiter then the paper it writ on 

Is the faire hand that wjitdk. Grat. Love, newes in faith. 

EannK By your leave fir. Loren. W hither goe ft thou, 

Launc. Marry fir, to bid my oldc Matter the Iewcto (up to 
night with my new Matter the Chrittian. 

Loren. Hold here, take this, tell gentle IeJJica 

I will 


the iMer chant of Venice. 

I will not faile her, fpeake it privatly. ...... . . 

Goe Gentlemen, will you prepare you for this Maske to night, 

I am provided of a Torch' bearer. exit Clowne. 

Salar . I marry, lie be gone about it flraite. 

Salan. And fo will I. , 

Loren. Meete me ancl Gratiano , at Grattanos lodging 
Some houre hence. Salar . Tis good we doe fo. Exit. 

Grat. W a* not that Letter from faire leffiea. . 

Loren. I mutt ncedes tell thee all, (he hath directed 
Hew I (hall take her from her Fathers houfe, 

What gold and jewels (he is furnifht with, 

W hat Pages fute fhee hath in readinefle : 

If ere the iewe her Father come to heaven. 

It will be for his gentle daughters fake, 

And never dare misfortune croffe her foote, 

Vnleffe fh e doe it under this excuf e, 1 

That ihc is iffue to a faithlefle Iewe ; 

Come goe with me, perufe this as thou goeft, . L 

¥aiic Iejjlca fhall be my Torch- bearer. Exit. 

Enter Iewe and hie man tkatwas tbe Clowne . 

> lew. W ell, thou fhalt fee, thy eyes (hall be thy judge. 

The diff.rcnce of old Shylocke and 'Bajfamo ; 

What lejfca, theu (halt not gurmandize ..Jj. ■ v 

As thou haft done with me : what lejfca^ ; -u ■ ill ; 

And fleepe, and lnore, and rend apparell out. 
why Iefsica I lay. Clowne. Why Iefsica. 

Shy. VVhobid$theecaU?Idoenot bid theecalh 
Clow. Your worfiiip was wont to tell me, 

I could doe nothing without bidding. 

Enter Iefsicai 

Iefsica. Call you ? what is your will ? 

Shy. Iam bid forth to (upper Iefsica , 

There are my keyes : but wherefore (hauld I goe ? 

I am not bid for love, they flatter me. 

But yet He goe in hate, to fled upon 
The prodigall Chrittian. Iefsica my girle, 

Looke to my hojfe, I am right loth to goe. 

There 



